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"You want me to ask how you're doing?" 


Axl lights his cigarette overly casually, as if this isn't the first time you've seen in each other in a week, 
maybe two. He takes a drag, then looks you over and cracks one of those shit eating smirks that you've tried 
so hard to convince yourself you despise. 


‘Or will | start sounding like your therapist?" he takes a jab and you scowl, looking away from him and staring 
out the window of his shitty, brand new car that he bought a few days prior with all the money you made 


him. Is he grateful? Not at all, but when is he ever? 


You both sit parked in front of the rehabilitation centre you've been visiting quite frequently these days. 


You're clean, you can say that now and be happy about it, but the programme you're with requires constant 
check ups with doctors and psychiatrists and dieticians alike. 


You're depressed, they told you, not so long ago. You scoffed at them. You've not been taking the shit they 
gave you for it and every week, every appointment they grill you for it. 


"What, you're not talkin’ to me?" Axl smokes away, uninterested, as rain patters down on the car windshield. 


You can never really talk to Axl, you just kind of have to talk at him. 


The rain was much more calming through the glass walls of the psychiatrist's office, greening up the gardens. 
Now it's just a shitty day, made even shittier by Axl's sudden arrival out of thin fucking air. He's the last 


person on the fucking planet you'd want to see. 


"How did you know | was- who told you, Axl?" You look over at him, still pissed off, still tired, still vaguely 
infatuated and still dying for a cigarette. You told your management you wanted to get clean a few months 
back - all of you pretending you had a choice, that it wasn't court ordered - but you asked to keep it quiet. 
Recording would be hard with the guys still using, but itd be pitiful watching them try to hide it. You asked 
especially to keep it from Axl, for no reason other than the condescending, ‘told you so' grin he'd flash the 
second he found out. You hate that fucking smile. It's taken him over. He used to be complex, he used to have 
emotions, it used to make you feel so amazing to see him smile. Now, he's just either a dirty grin or a blazing 


rage. Neither is preferable. 
"How did | know you got clean?" he snorts, "Izzy, I've known for fucking months, | knew the second you stopped” 
"Of course you fucking did,” you sulk, "Who told you? Alan?" 


"I noticed, dickhead." He rolls his eyes like its the most obvious fucking thing he's ever had to say to anyone. "| 


mean, | had to grill Alan into telling me where you'd be, took me fucking weeks." 


You shift, tapping your fingers against the cool glass of the window. You notice your reflection in the side 
mirror, though its mangled by raindrops, and you no longer look like you. Its sad, you reckon, ‘cause you 
actually look twenty seven. A lot of your heroes died at twenty seven, and it may be your supposed depression 
talking but your reflection makes you want to join them. 

Go out in style at least, one last shot to send you happily floating off into the void, with no more 


responsibilities, no more management, no more Axl Rose. Wouldn't that be a fucking dream? 


"You went through all that trouble just to pick me up from a session?" you ask, still staring at your reflection 
God, you fucking hate Axl right now. He's not really done anything in particular besides get on your nerves and 
put your tiny little heart through agony for the last twelve, thirteen years, but you hate him. You hate his 
stupid ego and his stupid car and his stupid grin and your stupid rehabilitation programme and your fucking 
psychiatrists and the fact that you can't drink away this dumbass fucking boredom and- 


"Wanted to do some research on the place. Make sure you're in good hands." Axl rolls down the window and 


throws his cigarette out, and rain spills over the door. 


You look away from your now ordinary, now twenty seven reflection and stare at him. 


"You came to spy on me?" Part of you beams like a child. 


Axl shakes his head. "No, ass, | came to pick you up, ‘cause it's fucking pissing down, in case you haven't 
noticed. However," he emphasises his words, "I've done research, that's all I'm saying. That's all I've said, 


anyway. | got Alan to find some details about this place-" 


"Jesus Christ" You snap, Axl looks over at you in dismay. "You and your fucking details! Why can't you just 
fucking- God, you're driving me fucking crazy! You and that fucking fax machine of yours and your fucking 
details, just fucking- fuck off!" 


Axl raises an eyebrow at your outburst, and you feel slightly embarrassed. It wasn't called for, just because 
you have to act your age now. You have to be professional, bottle these things, shove them to the back of 
your tiny, ordinary, brink-of-haemorrhaging brain. 


Fucking marvellous. 


You sigh, and Axl chuckles before picking up his box of Virginia Slims, the shittiest fucking type of cigarette, 
and holding them out to you. You look at him, confused. 


"And they call me fuckin manic depressive," he smiles, and as far as Axl's smiles can be genuine, it appears to 


be so. "C'mon, you've not given up cigarettes, have you? You sound like you need one." 


Obviously you're wary. You stare at the box of cigarettes and even though they sport the ugliest, most 
deceitful face you've ever seen, they appear as a lifeline. Kind of like Axl. Maybe cigarettes aren't the last 
thing left to kick. 


"One cig won't make you relapse, Izzy," Axl speaks softly. "I won't let them. Stick with me again, I'll help you if 
you need it" 


You take one. Fuck it, you'll give up when you're thirty. You allow Axl to light it and the smoke flowers in your 
lungs like roots of a plant; you feel slightly more alive. Irony, isn’t it fucking dandy? Axl takes another and 
lights up. Dickhead's playing devil's advocate, obviously, him and his fucking chain smoking, luring you back to 


the dark side. He's never without a cigarette or five, you wonder how he's not dead. 


"If you." he trails off and you're surprised, because Axl never shuts up for anybody, not even himself. He 
turns to face you and crosses his legs, turning off the engine because why the fuck would you be going 
anywhere? He clears his throat, and you prepare yourself for whatever monologue he's about to perform and 
you ready yourself for the seven encores you're gonna have to beg for. Of course, you're going to fucking 
beg; here's to sobriety, heartache and fucking depression. 


Axl looks away, out the window, anywhere else, as he debates what he wants to tell you. Finally, he looks back 


over To you with those tired, grey eyes, and you realise that he still fascinates you. No particular reason, 
that's just how it is. He's fascinating. 


"Take the anti-depressants." He tells you, and gauges your reaction before looking away and puffing on his 
cigarette. It takes you a minute to process what he's actually just fucking said to you. 


‘Oh, is this another one of your fucking details?! Who the fuck told you that? It's none of your fucking 


business, Ax! | can't believe this shit-" 

"Izzy," his voice is stern and you don't want to listen. That's yours and Axl's relationship in a nutshell: he says 
something, and you don't wanna listen, but you do. You do. You always do. Every. Fucking. Time. "I know you don't 
want to take them, and | know you don't think they'll do any good." 

"Yeah, right-" 


| know part of you doesn't want them to do any good" Axl talks over you loudly, and that's when you stop and 
listen. Christ, he can read you like a fucking book He's always been able to. 


"How..how do you know that?" You feel stupid, guilty asking, because it is a dumb fucking question but maybe 


you just wanna hear him say he cares about you. It'd be nice, at least, since nobody else fucking does. 


Axl mulls over the question, looking expressionlessly at the steering wheel. 
"Me and you, we, um- we're not best friends." 


For some reason, there's a pang in your chest. He's right though. You pined for him for years, you grew up 
Together, you wouldn’‘tve made it if it weren't for each other, but he's right. You're not best friends, never 
really have been. Then again, neither of you have ever had one anyway, so what does it matter? 

"No," you agree. 


"But you'd say we're close." 


You want to shrug at this one, but its not really an option. "Yes," you tell him, and you hope to fuck it's the 


right answer. 


Axl nods, and he grips the gear stick with his free hand, as if he's about to drive off. He stays still though. 
The engine stays off. The rain keeps falling. 


"When they, um, tried to give me meds back in Indiana, | didn't really- | put up a fight. | told them, why the 
fuck are you giving me these? Make me fucking normal? Turn me into a model fucking citizen? | was angry, lz, 


but | took them." 


"Let me guess, they turned you into the family role model you are today?" You already know how this story 


goes, but you appreciate him trying to pick you up. 


Axl rolls his eyes. "No, they were shit, didn't do any good at all, | threw them out. | know, you've heard this 
before, don't plaque yourself into looking interested or anything.” 


You rolls your own eyes. 
"Point is, you've gotta try them, Izzy." 


Sure. You glance down at the gear stick, you see Axl's arm, you clock the rolex poking out from under his 


fucking Gucci, Armani shit jacket. It's Ilam, give or take. 
'Izz-" he begins, but you cut him off. 


"Can we get breakfast?" you ask, and the surprise in his face makes you laugh, ‘cause you can bet he's not 


heard that from you since 1919. 


"Sure," he raises his eyebrows. "But- | want you to know something. Nobody else would really give a shit and 
it's kind of irrelevant, but | just-" 


"What?" 


"You remember a couple years back, when we lived together, and I'd pop those fucking ugly litte pills all the 
time?" 


"Yeah, | remember." 

"Anti-depressants." He rolls down his window again and throws his second cigarette out, and leaves it open "Not 
prescribed, like, | just took them. I'd buy them off that other dude, who always hung around the porn shop in 
the hawaiian shirt." 

You eye him. "Why did you take them?" 

Axl snorts, like its the funniest fucking joke he's ever been told. "Because | was fucking depressed, jackass." 

You open your mouth to argue, but you settle down when you realise he's probably right. Fuck, you might've 
been depressed for years and not noticed. When you're sober, everything's much more clear, much more 


monochrome, and living is much less desirable. At least drugs gave you something to do. 


‘lm sorry | never noticed" You find yourself telling him. That, too, was a stupid thing to say and you're pissed 
off that you were never sober long enough to develop a filter. 


‘| mean, probably, like, | wasn't diagnosed or anything. Just felt like something wasn't quite right." Axl shrugs. 


"Its whatever, though." 


Then he leans his head back, looking you over with those massive grey eyes. You suddenly want to pour your 


skinny little heart out; Axl's eyes are better therapists than any you've ever encountered. 


Truth of the matter is, you're not quite in love, but you've never liked his girlfriends and you have had visions 


of him with your dick in his mouth whilst you were fucking a girlfriend of your own 


You've cradled him like a child on occasions, you're the only one who can do that, when he's had an episode. 
When you think of him like that, eyes wet and knuckles bloody and cheeks bright red, you feel bad for feeling 


how you do. 


But he's still looking at you. He's still staring, he's still breathing, you're both relatively sober and you've just 
finished your cigarette. His window's still open, and you silently instruct him to throw it out. He sighs, God, he 
acts like it's a fucking effort. 


You feel inferior to him, somehow, and you realise you feel guilty for feeling how you do because you don't 


think you deserve him. Well, to be fair, do you? 


He settles back in his seat and sighs, before turning on the engine. The radio starts up, and its Sunday 
Morning by the Velvet Underground, and part of you wants to groan ‘cause Reed's solo stuff was much better 
but you're stopped by the sober realisation that there are more important things in this world. 


"I love this song." Axl says. 
"So do I." You lie. 


He stays put, hand on the steering wheel, for a few moments before reaching over to grab his carton of 
cigarettes. Your hand whips out to stop him. 


"No," you tell him, taking the both of you by surprise. His constant smoking was a nervous thing, almost a tick 
in nature, but you just don't like it. He stares at you, face morphing into surprise, anger, disgust, pity and, 
ultimately, softness. 


"Don't tell me what to do, Iz," he leans forward, whispering the words like a playground secret. He's not angry 


though. 


You lean even closer, the sadistic streak in you glowering as he flinches a little. You want to fight, you want to 
shut him up, you want to tell him to shove his details up his ass and never talk to you ever again, but you 
don't. Instead, you plead. 


"Please, don't, Axl," you beg, your faces still inches from each other. Axl stares at you like you've gone mad. 


You know him though, and you know his games. You know how much he loves seeing people grovel. You keep 


begging. 
"Please. Please." Though you're begging for something else. "Please, Axl." 


You move forward, an inch at a time, to test your waters. So far, they're murky. 
Axl's caught onto you, you can tell, as his eyes flash upwards and they're no longer fascinating in a peaceful 


way, more a domineering way. 


And somehow, your depression really kicks in. The lethargy hangs about and you just want to give in. You rest 
your head against Axl's forehead and sigh. You almost stop breathing when you feel his hand on your neck. 


For a second, you think he's going to choke you, until you realise that this it what he does this to girls. You've 
seen him do this to Erin when they kiss. Are you going to kiss him? You can't tell. Is he going to kiss you? 
Please, God, just give me this. 


Please, Axl. 


Please. 
Please. 
Oh, please. 


Ideally, you'd be stretched over the front seats of Axl's car, the gear stick stabbing you in the back, with 
Axl's mouth biting into your neck and his voice in your ear every thirty seconds reminding you how he's 


wanted you like this for fucking ages, that he's so glad you're clean. 


Instead, he's got you by the throat and isn't quite kissing you, so much as biting along your jawline and pecking 
you on the chin. The words in your ear aren't needful, they aren't pretty, they're just trying to tell you that 


this isn't happening, you mustn't tell a soul. 
You don't listen, ‘cause you may as well have put a bullet in your brain and flown straight up to heaven 


The way he kisses is unlike anything you've ever felt. He's forceful, but you don't really care what he's like. 
You can't remember who said it, but the first kiss is always the best kiss. They're right. Oh god, they're so, 
so right. 


You're hard. It's Ilam. You're in the parking lot of a rehabilitation clinic. The Velvet Underground's not on the 
radio anymore, its the motherfucking Who with that shitty, overrated ass You Better You Bet instead but 


really, you couldn't care less. These are all things you know for sure. 


What you don't know for sure is what's going to happen after this, but you don't really want to think about 
that, so you don't. 
You can't help but feel a blackhole of dread expand in your stomach when he pulls away though. 


He hovers across you, looking down condescendingly, as if this is your fault when all you'd done was beg. 
Your face must've shifted because his does too, only yours is more annoyance and his is more pity. 
"Come on," he sighs, leaning back his seat. You both compose yourselves. 

"I'm sorry," you find yourself saying. 

"Yeah," Axl says. "You've confused me." 

‘lm sorry," you repeat. 


Axl shrugs, and he turns on his lights and the windshield wipers. Then, he turns to you, and you can see the 
uncertainty in his eyes. 


He takes you by the neck, but he doesn't strangle you. He kisses you, lightly. The blackhole in your stomach 
may well have swallowed you up. Your hand reaches out and clenches the fabric of his shirt, and he can tell 
you're on edge. You're still slightly hard. 

"We can't do nothing here, but you still want breakfast?" 

You stare him in the eye, god, you're tired. Being sober makes everything an effort, you're starting to wonder 
whether it was even worth it at all. You're tired, you're tired of making decisions. You're only thinking about 


this to make it look as if you're thinking about something. 


"Breakfast sounds good" You nod, and he nods back. He's about to pull out, but he's gotten to you, with those 
shitty stories. "Axl, can we make a detour first, actually?" 


"Um, yeah, where to?" 

"| need to pick up a prescription" 

You can see him smiling to himself. "Sure." 

You take one last look at your reflection in the mirror. Poor bastard stares back at you with lovesick, tired, 
sober eyes, and you feel bad for him because on top of all that, the Who and the worst song they ever wrote 
must still be hovering round in the air. 

But through the raindrops, you can see his version of Axl snake his arm into his hair, and you smile. 


You find yourself leaning into his palm. "Both hands on the wheel, dickhead," you tell him. 


"Up yours," he tells you in return. 


You know you shouldn't waste your breath wanting him to feel the same, but at least you know he cares. He 


cares, and it's a wonderful feeling. 


You're going to hold up your cup of shitty, watery coffee, when you get it, and you're going to raise a toast. 
Here's to sobriety, to the twelve years of heartache completely destroyed in one morning, to the confusion 
you're both feeling, to anti-depressants, to the shitty Velvet Underground and the motherfucking Who, and to 


the lonely and anxious future awaiting you. May it bring you satisfaction some day. 


